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Ler poets great or simple rhymers find 

’Mong lofty themes what suits their turn of mind, 
Select from Venus’ court or field of wars, 

Of Cupid sing or strike for thundering Mars ; 
Portray the wisdom of creative power, 

From sun resplendent to the beauteous flower ; 
Proclaim the deeds that men, and women, too, 
When right or wrong of right or wrong may do ; 
Present in song, a labarynthic maze 
Of metaphysical absurdities ; 

Select from Nature’s animated store 

The things attractive most, nor notice more ;— 
All such, I leave for them, while I will choose 
A lesser theme more worthy of the Muse. ° 

In little things true greatness oft is found, 

While oft in bulks naught but the bulks abound. 


Now thou that ever strik’st the. festive lyre 

On heights Olympian, come! and me inspire 
With great artistic skill in song, to sketch 

What tongue has failed to tell, and hard to catch : 


08921 


The Flea. 


A fact and fancy, both; for streaming light 
No sooner on it falls, than out of sight 

It flees with such a quick, elastic leap, 

It can’t be measured by poetic feet. 


The fea, his travels and exploits, I sing ; 

His feats on foot and on Zu/arian wing, 

His mighty prowess on the land and sea— 

For landsman great and sailor too is he. . 
When in this world he came—though none may tell— 
‘Tis thought about the time that Adam fell. 

As great the cause, so great th’ effect will be ; 

The Fall, the cause, th’ effect, in part, the flea. 

Of parentage renown’d, th’ illustrious Dust— 

The great paternal of the rest of us, 

Ye proud of blood, accept this, if you please ; 

Be prouder still, ye are akin fo fleas / 

Because unlike you is no reason good 

He’s not your relative by ties of blood. 

How oft the same in families we See, 

When brothers are unlike as they can be. 

A better rule adduce, that will decide 

At once the question, if it be denied : 

Your harbor’d kinsman catch, and, if you will, 
Crack him and kill him—your own blood you spill] 
A Christian lesson, too, from him we learn, 

Fle loveth those who hate him in return. 


The manner of his make was this, I’m told: 
A grain of sand was ta’en, its color gold— 


The Flea. 


But, black preferred, to make the color right, 
"Twas dyed in liquid called Lxtract of night ; 
Then rolled and shaped, its duties best to fill, 
While greater parts portray still greater skill. 
Of ‘‘rapid flight of thought” his legs were made, 
While suck and penetration form his blade ; 
Instinct his eye, so quick and sharp to see, 
That when you have him safe—safe is the flea. 
Last introduced was caution well condensed, 
Offset by same amount of impudence. 

With propagating power before unknown, 
To father flea a million fleas are born! 

‘* Let there be fleas /” the great Creator said, 
And fingers ope’d to see—the flea had fled |! 
First to his native sand he found his way, 
And base of operations ’tis to-day ; 

Yet, unconfined, no limits interpose. 

From glaring tropic sun to polar snows, 

At home as well on equatorial hare 

As on the shaggy, waddling polar bear ; 

On little fist, on great Newfoundland dog, 
On squealing pig, or heavy grunting hog ; 
On rat and mink, opossum, coon and fox, 
On nimble deer, or buffalo or ox; 

On playful cat, on shaggy monarch beast— 
On all with fur or hair, from great to least. - 
On Afric’s arid plain, on Europe’s field, 

He grows his crops that ample harvests yield. 
In distant lands and islands o’er the seas, 
Far, far beneath us, our antipodes— 


The Flea. 


Go where you will, remotest regions see, 

And one acquaintance find, his name—+he flea. 
In room you sit, disconsolate and lone, 

Sad thoughts revolve of distant, happy home ; 
None there who know or on the stranger call— 
The sun grows low, on earth long shadows fall : 
And still you sit, with head inclined on hand, 
‘Till length’ning shadows form one shade on land. 
Within yourself still sadder thoughts arise, 

As deepens shade, and fades the light from skies, 
And sitting lost in thought, you fall asleep 

To dream of home—a bliss for words too deep. 
Its humblest things seem hallow’d now with joy, 
Its dearest things the bliss of heaven employ ; 
On friendly faces new delights attend, 

Nor valued ére before so much, a friend. 

At length, the bliss too great, you stir and stare 
Flalf sieeping, half wake, at home; yet there 
You recognize a touch—a loving bite ! 

And sudden sit in chair awake, upright. 

You feel again! What’s that? With light to see, 
You have from home a call—your old friend flea! 


A creature of the air, disdaining water, 

He goes to sea as any gentleman ought to; 

And yet, with tastes of such peculiar kind, 

In crafts as mean as ever ploughed the brine. 
Sometimes in hole, sometimes on deck is found, 
And then on cabin floor he hops around. 

For no restrictions cares—as quick to go 


The Flea. 


In belle’s apartment, as in that of beau : 
Though with the men he seems to be content, 
Yet with the ladies more his time is spent. | 
Off from hirsute and brawny form he goes 
And nestles, plays with, bites the virgin snows. 
With women, men, and children all he stays 
Till sought to kill, his caution then obeys— 
He wings his flight, and often when he’s gone, 
On spotless virtue many a spot is born. 


A genuine aristocrat is he— 
Yet what so democratic as the flea ? 
How oft in arms of princess, king, and queen! 

With poorest mendicants, how often seen ! 

‘ Luxuriates on regal carpet floor 
As well in dust in front of kitchen door ; 
A stickler he, for blood of every state, 
* From king enrobed to beggar at his gate ; 

Associates himself with cross-road fool, 
And politicians of the greatest school ; 
Him scholars feast, with authors great he dines; 
From poorest tenements imbibes his wines ; 
With jurists great, high up on woolsack found, 
Nor less at home with painted circus clown. 
He finds access to greatest palace known, 
And who can say he ne’er has mounted throne ? 
At all attractive shows, and everywhere, 
From show of swine out West to great World’s Fair ; 
In all assemblies great, of men or beast, 
Among the greatest there, if not the least ; 


The Flea. 


None seems so great, for him all stand and peer, 
When seen, all quick to squeeze and all sincere. 


Whatever his capacity to please, 

He is a most incorrigible tease ; 

Express’d by growl, by scratch, by bite, by whine, 
By rub, by curse, by efforts great to find. 

The day far spent, the lively chase is o’er, 

The hunter fed, lies stretched before the door, 
Asleep. In dreams again the chase renews, 

And nearer, nearer still, the flying game pursues : 
Again the sportsman’s voice rings on his ear, 
Urging him on with lusty shout and cheer : 

Yelp answers yelp, and then one deep-mouthed cry, 
Swells o’er the vale and floods with sound the sky. 
Again straight onward go, the game in sight, 

His flagging limbs engage with all their might ; 
Again the chorus peals with lengthen’d sound 

Of music, death and joy to stage and hound. 
Endurance gains new wind with object near, 
While little strength is weaken’d more by fear. 
Now close tipon, how more than anxious he ! 
His twitching lip, his trembling body see ! 

A moment more, again he’ll make the leap, 

The game to catch! E’en now he springs to feet 
Awake, and thrusts, with snap, in hollow side, 
His mouth, to kill the game that flees to hide 

In hair—which, rising, dives before his eyes, 

As many specks on boiling water rise. 
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The Flea. 


Not thus in dream, his game imagined we, 
The fiea,his game ; himself, the game of flea. 


The latest hours of summer night come on, 
In sweetest sleep indulge before the morn ; 
Oppressive heat yields to delightful cool, 


~ And Morpheus, pleased, his sleeping subjects rule. 


The married pair, long courting his embrace, 
Now lose their own, and turn them face from face. 
How gently rests the wife! The extended hand 
Lies where it fell, beside the fallen fan ; 

Awhile the other, fallen across her breast, 

With rise and fall is cradled to its rest. 

As sentinels relieved from post, her feet 

Are careless thrown, and snugly rest in sleep. 
Her lips apart, in whispers seem to breathe 

That ‘‘ conscious tire, unconscious sweets relieve.” 
Now slight astray on pillow falls her hair, 

Of all, the all that moves to zephyr there. 

Like some huge log, part bark’d, half sunk in dirt, 
The husband lies, half hid in sheet and shirt. 
His mouth wide ope’d, as roots uptorn by storm, 
In it ASolus howls and snores perform ; 

The pillow’s grace his heavy head has ruined, 
And bare his breast as bearish is as Bruin, 

While dusky hangs one arm outside the bed, 
The other, long and dark, coils round his head. 
But hark! A sound breaks in upon the air, 
And, louder grown, disturbs the sleeping pair. 
The wife, the first aroused, shows signs of fear, 
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Calls to her lord ; he mutters, ‘‘ What, my dear?” 

‘«Some one, I think, is knocking at the door.” 

And now the knocks seem louder than before. 

‘“Who’s that ?” No answer heard. ‘‘Who’s that? who’s 
that ?” 

Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap, tap—tap, tap, tap—tap, 

Is rapid given, no human voice replies, 

Up springs her lord, the question in his eyes ! 

With stick in hand proceeds to door, unlocks, 

And opens quick to see who ’tis that knocks ; 

Looks out upon the stillness of the night— 

No human form nor ghost of one in sight | 

But, looking down on door-mat, sees his dog— 

Naught else—at once is tempted him to flog. 

The dog looks up, wags tail, and then bends round, 

And makes again the same familiar sound. 

‘‘Get out! you rascal, you! Get out! get out |” 

And quick the frightened dog obeys the shout: 

Awhile the husband stands on door-mat warm, 

And then returns to laugh at wife’s alarm. 

In bed again, again prepares for sleep, 

But when about to /a//, is caught by creep. 

Again he tries escape : when nearly gone— 

A moment more, and then—he’s crept upon ! 

Is seized by arm, or leg, or neck, or hair, 

Then creeps himself, to find—no creeper there | 

At last with fret starts up—‘‘ Wife! wife!” calls he: 

Her answer, ‘‘What?” ‘‘A light!” “Why, pray?” says 
she. 

‘*'To catch a d—d infernal pest !—a flea !” 
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‘¢C© husband, now, don’t curse! What makes you do't?” 
‘‘ Because the rascal’s teeth compel me to't.” 

The light is struck, and see of sights worth seeing, 

A fleeing flea pursued by man a-fleaing | 


The heat of day is pass'd. The evening air 
Invites to evening stroll the ladies fair. 

An old maid (not to single life resigned) 
Prepares, among the rest, to swing her sign. 

Her toilet through, she stands before the glass, 
Thinks what she was when young, what now—alas ! 
Examines well each feature of her face, 

And sighs because no girlish beauties trace. 
Wrinkles on wrinkles rise from brow to chin, 
Which seeing sees—how sad! her eyes grow dim. 
The cheeks are colorless ; a saffron hue 

Bespeaks her liver wants some doctoring too. 

Her lips compress’d, incline to sink and form 

A sewed up seam o’er teeth now nearly gone ; 

Or, thinner still, they spread above a row 

As perfect as in hands of dentists grow. 

Her hair now shows the change by silvery thicth, 
That silver whiten all on older heads. 

But list, she speaks! Soliloquizing, she 

Now summons to her aid philosophy : 

‘¢One thing I know full well, as others know— 

I look as young as twenty years ago. 

What if I older am and not so fresh, 

Of dress I’m fond, and still more neatly dress. 
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My face, ‘tis true, has lost its youthful glow, 
But in my heart the warmest feelings flow. 

If not my person now so round and plump, 
I'm active still, and can an offer jump. 

My bust its charms has lost long since, I know, 
Bud cotton ones in other bosoms eTow. 

What lacks in flesh, material I possess 

To hide the lack, as others do, in dress. 

In many things I’m yet with young maid even ; 
If me she beats at all ’tis at deceiving. 

She’s young and giddy, nor prepared as I 

To meet the ‘ups and downs’ of Hymen’s tie. 
While I would bear my breast to coming storm, 
She could but timidly her part perform. 

At first my duty know, my duty do ; 

At last as gentle be as first was true. 

I am a lady—decorous, refined— 

Admired for sober soul, experienced mind. 

To flirt with noble man I scorn, detest, 

Nor do of solemn marriage speak in jest. 

Thou noblest work! How can a woman, true 
To her maternal instincts, fur/ with you?” 
Thus made to think herself a worthy match, 
She takes the evening stroll a beau to catch. 
Passing a heap of dirt she hoists her skirt, 

And shows her stockinged limbs to eyes alert. 
Unconscious, as most are at such a time, 

On sight a lover caught of fondest kind. 

In room again, she sinks into a chair, 

Vex’d with the men, herself, and younger fair. 
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The Flea. | 13 


Abuses well the first, ‘‘ plague takes” the last, 
Distrusts the future and regrets the past. 

And yet, while musing thus despondingly, 
She has a lover sitting on her knee! 


- Ah! now she starts! and quick descends the light, 


And quicker still ascend her dresses white. 

In many folds they lie across her limbs, 

And size of them expose and edge of shins. 
Gods! how she looks! What vile intruder dare 
Crawl up or get between the Jovely pair / 

A lover, too! See—just above the garter 

She finds him—there! She’s caught the little tartar. 
Once more, her dresses down, in chair she leans, 
And lover clasps between her fingers’ ends. 

High pending o’er her head she holds her hand, 
And, speculating, turns the flea to man. 

A sign in this she sees, a sure success ; 


Waves hand, rocks, smiles, and smiling looks her best. 


And now she rubs as victory beams her eye, 
And gives to hope her thoughts exultingly. 
Just now determined ne’er to try again, 

Still more determined now her goal to attain. 
In fingers there an omen happy see: 


-A beau she’ll have, and married yet she'll be. 


Her fancy-picture drawn and all complete, 

She cautious acts, that 5/7 may not defeat 

The end in view : together brings’ near light, 
Her peering eyes and fingers loose and tight, 
Her captive sure to gain, to nature true, 

Thinks best to prick him with a needle through. 
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As slowly opes the limbs ’twixt which he lies, 

The art of pricking—art if ’tis—she tries ; 

But loosing caution as increases pluck, 

She finds at last it is herself that’s stuck ! 

And flinching quick, she opens wide to see— 

“Twas thought she held, and not, as thought, the flea ! 
Hands clasped she sits a picture of despair, 

And earnest gives her bitter soul to prayer : 

‘Plague take the fleas! Be all the plagues in them, 
And then their plaguing limited to men !” 


The noonday sun, the tremor in the air, 

The wilted look, the sultry, burning glare, 

The sweltering earth so hot without is made, 

Both man and beast retreat to cooling shade. 

In meanly furnished room, a common pen, 

For beasts much better suited than for men; 

With windows small, bespecked with dust and rain, 
Some still are whole, while some with cracks remain, 


_ And, where the panes are out, to stop the hole, 


See pasted paper, hats, and pillows old: 

Bedaubed with dirt and spots of grease the floor, 

With grease and finger-marks bedaubed the door. 
Beneath the bed, in motley heaps together, 

Are mouldy boots and shoes and scraps of leather ; 

Old trunks, with hinges broke and bottoms knocked in 
The lids awry, containing much of nothing ; 

A hat, a basket, and a saddle skirt, 

And all. begrimed with yearly fall of dirt. 

The bedstead old, in need of much repair, 
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Veneering wanted here, and washing there ; 
The bolster torn, disgusting to the view, 

The pillow bare with feathers sticking through. 
Ye married ! what for these the antidote? 
Why, bedbug poison, water hot, and soap ! 

The mantelpiece besmeared and poor adorned 
With vials, bottles, workless clock and horn ; 
And just above it, wrinkled in a frame, 

Without a glass, is ‘‘ Cupid shooling game.” 

The other pictures seen around the wall, 

From circus show-card cut—no name at all. 

On old bureau, (if now it may be named, 
Knobs off from drawers and broken mirror frame, ) 
Is seen a common looking-glass, so crack’d 
’Tis held together by its sides and back ; 

About the room, see, scattered here and there, 
Garments cast off, as mean as men can wear. 
The fireplace large, a brick and half-burnt log 
Answer the purpose of a fire-dog : 

Between them lying in confuséd heap, 

See ashes, chunks and scraps not there by sweep. 
Some half a dozen chairs of different form, 

And one a rocker has, the other gone. 

On shelf a bottle sits, a glass, a bowl, 

A pewter spoon, and flies beyond control ; 
Frequented place for /eas/ and flow of soul. 

On little spotted table, painted.blue, 

(At least ’twas painted so when it was new, 

But now along the sides, the edges down, 

The wood is grinning dingy, sleek, and brown) ; 
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On this an ink-stand see, a goose-quill pen, 
Bespeckled by the flies from end to end ; 
And lying near, as if just bought or sold, 
A sheet of foolscap in brown paper roll’d, 
And on a shelf about two feet above, 
Would you believe it! Ovid’s Art of Love/ 
"Tis a ‘‘ last rose of summer” left alone— 
Its leafy comrades scattered are and gone. 


In such a room, stretch’d out upon the floor, 
With head on chair turn’d down and feet in door, 
An old man, worn and weary, lies asleep, 

While o’er his face the flies their vigils keep ; 

His cheeks are rosy, full, his locks are gray - 
And long, move as the breezes o’er them play. 
Unshav’d, the chin is white with snowy beard, 
Except where by tobacco juice ’tis bleared, 

His collar open wide, his heaving breast 

Is clad as hair on head in grayish dress. 

His clothing soil’d, himself unkept, unclean— 
A tenant fit for tenement so mean! 

A button here is off, and there a patch 

That neither with the coat or trousers match ; 
And what a shirt! O Nessus! what a shirt ! 

A strange compound of cotton-cloth and dirt ; 
With thread so coarse, and stitches so long taken, 
The whole together must disgust awaken. 


Now, dripping wet, his dog his legs leap o'er, 
Stands still awhile and listens to his snore; 
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Delighted, then, he leaps upon the bed ; 
There shakes himself, then bends to scratch his head ; 


Then shifts so as to scratch the other ear; 


Then whips his muzzle round to bitten rear ; 

Then dropping down, caresses bed and sheet, 

With rolling sides, and back, and head, and feet. 
Now springing off, the question, too, springs up: 
Which worsted— pup by bed, or bed by pupr 

His head in water-pail, a lap he takes, 

Then licks his master’s face before he wakes ; 

Who roused from slumber deep, in muttering tone, 
Commands, with sluggish push, the dog—Begone |! 
The dog obeying, squats just like a dog ; 

The master rolling o’er, rolls like a log ; 

But in the interval ‘twixt awake and sleep, 

Feels here a stinging bite, and there a creep— 


Quick grabs! and rubs through thickness of his clothes, 


Relieves the pain, and seeks again repose. 

But if the biting stopt, the creep goes on ; 

For now he feels two creeps, instead of one. 

The creeping stopt awhile, the bites renew ; 

For one before, he now is feeling two. 

So still disturb’d, till drowsy feeling gone, 

He gets half up, and then, with stretch and yawn, 
Extends far out the bosom of his garment, 

Looks right and left, and downward, for the varment. 
But looks in vain, for eyes like his at seeing, 

Are not so good as legs of fleas at fleeing. 
Appreciating this, as tried before, Sine 
He now gets up, and standing in the door, 
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Hauls over head, and inside out, his shirt, 
And gives it such a popping, cracking flirt, 
The fleas are glad to flee to other dirt. 

Then stood the bachelor old, his flirting done, 
The loving creatures flirted with—ah/ gone. 


In zenith high, eclipsing golden light, 

Fair Cynthia full, with silver floods the night. 
A scene of love—the Night the Day had wed, 
And Day in arms of Night has laid his head, 
In splendid furnished room, where softly falls 
The light, thro’ curtains deep, on floor and walls, 
So bright without, that with the shade within, 
In mellow’d light each object there is seen ; 

A Hebe lies in flowing robes as white 

As snow-drift on its bed of snow at night. 
Since there reclining, not a movement made, ~ 
As frozen beauty dead on snow-heap laid ; 
Save face combines the lily and the rose, 

And makes a fresh bouquet in vase of snows. 
Upon her cheek her long eyelashes lie, 

But, rising now, reveal the sleepy eye ; 

And sudden fall, again rest on her cheek, 
And resting there remains awaiting sleep. 

As some fair maiden at the place assign’d, 

For lover waits beyond the appointed time, 
More restless, nervous grows as time drags on, 
And leaves her watching still for him to come ; 
So restless, nervous, she shows signs of fear 
That wait she will in vain for Morpheus dear. 
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First on her side, she shows a line of form, 

Like rise and swell of waves with breezes on. ' 
In tapering shoulder, in the sloping waist, 

See Nature’s skill and her exquisite taste ; 

And thence, the rise and fall of hip observe— 
What beauty in the parabolic curve ! 

While one hand lies extended far in bed, 

The other, pillowed soft, lies “neath her head. 
Again she turns, new charms delight the eyes, 
Sweet vales and plains, and snowy hills arise. 
Her neck as graceful bent and white as swan’s, 
Supports such head as should such neck adorn. 
Now sleep, at last, is coming, coming nigh, 
Disjointed thoughts, and none, bespeak him by : 
One moment more she sinks in Morpheus’ arms, 
To him resigns her mind and all her charms. 
One moment more, and dreams of love possess— 
A happy dream, but only dream at best ; 

For like all other joys too sweet to last, 

It wings its flight with time into the past. 

Some cause disturbs her rest—What can it be? 
The dream too blissful for its end to see? 

For oft in dreams when reach’d th’ elysian height, 
We wake on earth and all around is night. 

Her posture changed, again she sinks to sleep, 
But soon aroused again by bite and creep. 

So sleepy, she will sleep of them in spite, 

And so resolved, she tries with all her might. 
For some time still not moving e’en a hand 
’Till bearing more than she can lie or stand, 
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She sudden gives a slap, and then a rub, 
Then waits—another slap—another scrub— 
Then slily moves her hand next to her skin 
And waits as Puss to be in time for spring, 
But as a puss sometimes, it turns aside, 
And hiding, creeps to other creep and hide. 
From creep to creep, her creeping hand is led, 
If creeper finds at all, she finds him—fled ! 
Retreating now, he leaves the table-land, 
And falling lower down, takes there his stand. 
So soon as known, too low for hand to catch, 
She brings the centre’s strength up to the scratch. 
By rear-guard’s aid, she makes a surge in bed 
As its foundation shakes from foot to head. 
Repulsed, by detour route, he beats retreat, 
And, double-qu‘cking, flees towards her feet ; 
Awhile attacks the calf below the knee— 

» Up flies the calf and kicks.! off leaps the flea ! 
And turning o’er content on couch of snows, ‘ 
With ease of limb invites again repose. 
Soon off her guard, with slumber on her eyes, 
Her breast-works leaps and takes them by surprise, 
No sooner ta’en than madden’d by the act, 

She makes a charge to drive the invader back. 

Her forces cross the ditch and mount the height, 
Fire with their arms and put the flea to flight. 
He flees, but conquered not, attack renews, 
And when attacked, retreats, if she pursues. 3 
So on throughout the night, ’till break of day, : 3 
If not destroyed, he’ll keep her sleep away. 
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Aware of this, at last, to rise essays, 
Half up—falls back—turns o’er—and still delays ; 


Delaying feels, reminded by her lover, 


That sleep she cannot while he’s under cover. 
Exasperated now, she springs from bed 

And to her match-safe steps with noiseless tread. 
A Lucifer seiz’d, she scratches it—a glare, 


- Behold! his fiery, streaky, glimmering glare, 


And vapor sulphurous pervades the air. 

While a bluish, sputtering, blaze becoming white 
Is held to jet—a flash! and then a light. 

Now unadorn’d, but still adorn’d the most, 

She brilliant stands in robe of little cost ; 

Gay fashion’s dress and studied art to please, 
Ne’er so adorn, nor give such grace and ease. — 
Her features now to better vantage see 

All perfect are and all in harmony : 

Her eyebrow neatly arched of just the hue 

To correspond with eye of melting blue. 
Behold, between the fragment clouds the sky 
And see a blue as deep as in that eye! 

The loveliest blue, the blue to set in white, 

If there besides be pink, and red, and light. 
Upon her cheeks, see, Beauty forms a bed, 
Dress’d in a changing hue from pink to red ! 
And if to place beyond dispute her claim, 

A dimple leaves, and there she writes her name. 
A double tunnel’d bridge, her classic nose, 
Receives the scentless breath, gives back the rose— 
Her lips when closed as made for him to show, 
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A rich red velvet case for Cupid’s bow ; . 

In which are nestling kisses, smiles, and pout, 
Each quick to use, if good the cause held out ; 
But when they smile, ‘tis hard, indeed, to say, 

The loveliest which, the lips that o’er them play, 
Or th’ ivory row, so polish’d, fine, and rare, 

That only one may own—that Beauty there. 

Her chin, a /#/e Beauty, bears a flush 

Like modest beauty bears when made to blush. 

As pages put by castles’ side to hear, 

On either side of head, a rosy ear ; 

And now from ear to ear, the castle see, 

In fair proportion rise and symmetry ! 

Behind, in front, at sides, and all around 

As perfect mould as ever sculptor found ! 

As golden sand appears where runs the rain, 

When shower is o’er and sun comes out again ; 
Her hair, in waves and curls, runs glistening round 
And falls, in front, from knot, on neck and gown. 
The gown unbotton’d now, the shoulders rise, 

The arms desert their sleeves, new charms surprise. 
As sinks the gown in many folds to floor, 

She stands less dress’d, attractive more and more, 
’Till from its coil she steps—the heights attain’d 
Where Nature’s best may not of Art complain. 

See now the chemise with its jewel bright, 

Where caught the folds o’er charms half hid from sight, 
Th’ embroidered sleeves and band all ruffled round, 
The whole enrapts and holds the gaze spell-bound ! 
Transcendent now, how innocent, how sweet ! 
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How beautiful those arms, and limbs, and feet ! 
See where chemise her form in part conceals, 
What symmetry the shadow e’en reveals ! 

And now the jewel stud, free from its hold, 

The placket opens wide with drooping fold, 
While jewel twins burst full upon the gaze, 
Intoxicate the sense with rare displays | 

Chemise extended far, she looks inside 

For cautious flea, who’s sought in seam to hide, 
Alas ! his color so contrasts with white, 

He’s soon discovered by the practised sight ; 
And quick the hand descends to where he lies, 
And quick with pinch outside to catch him tries, 
But quicker he, for ere her fingers close, 

His legs his will obeys, and off he goes ! 

Lights first on form, then lost to sight in air, 
Appears, then disappears—now here—now there— 
Light leaping, flying, creeping, or retreating, 


‘In quick succession every art defeating. 


Oh! what activity |: See! Back and forth, 

Th’ illumined chasm leaps from form to cloth | 
Maneuvers, reconnoiters, ’mid such scenes 

As would-the angels charm, much more the fiends. 
Talk of your bee, and honey, and flower, — 
Gods! who wouldn’t be a flea at such an hour! 
Descending now, she sees him fleeing fast 

To where he may and will escape at last, 

Unless prevented soon ; to do which she 

Drops down herself, and thus blockades the flea. 
Of this aware, he turns himself about 
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And on ascending line selects his route. 

The distance shorten’d springs from knee to breast, 
And thence to where unseen awhile he rests, 

But soon chemise pull’d out she sees him creep 
Just where the rounding flesh and cambric meet ; 
And while—alas ! he thinks himself secure 

She thrusts her fingers in and holds him sure. 
Then up she gets and drawing thence her hand 
The garb in part pulls thro’ the hole by land, 
And then with grateful looks, she looks to find— 
What’s "“wrxt her fingers aint what's in the mind / 


Excuse, fair one, the gaze: I could not sleep. 
Moonlight was made for love, spring-blinds for peep. 
And now, thou flea, I ask my readers now 

What lords or kings on earth so great as thou? 

To them but knee is bent, scarce self-possess’'d— 
For thee, the person whole, and that undress’d ; 

To them but hats are raised, or off they fall— 

For thee are hats, and shirts, and.shifts, and all ! 
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